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language. 


WEBSTER'S  COLLEGIATE  DICTIONARY, 
Eifth  Edition,  1938 


FIRST  MOVEMENT 


The  poetry  of  earth  is  never  dead: 

When  all  the  birds  are  faint  with  the  hot  sun. 
And  hide  in  cooling  trees,  a voice  will  run 
From  hedge  to  hedge  about  the  new-mown  mead. 


JOHN  KEATS 


liberty 

Emily  Suchomski 


the  closed  curtain  faalls 

(gremlin  in  the  kremlin /gremlin  in  the  kremlin) 

exposed  is 

life, 

pain, 

abandon. 


and  the  world  is  awakened 

(gremlin  in  the  kremlin /gremlin  in  the  kremlin) 

as  the  sloww 

ache 

of  freeedommm 

creeps 

in. 
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THE  SAVE 


Joe  Lewis 


Heartbeat 

I saw  it  coming  a mile  away,  but  could  do  nothing  except 
watch.  I held  my  ground  as  I was  taught,  taking  comfort  in  the 
thought  that  (for  once)  someone  else  was  doing  their  job. 

Heartbeat 

I watched  their  strategy  develop,  and  agonized  for  a millisecond 
as  I saw  our  weakness.  A fantastic  leap,  an  impossible  stretch,  but 
only  a glancing  block.  An  obscene  exclamation  was  the  starter's 
pistol  launching  my  body  into  motion. 

Heartbeat 

Below  conscious  level,  numbers  (only  to  be  remembered  later) 
swirled  in  meaningless  calculations.  Two  numbers  in  particular  et- 
ched themselves  upon  my  memory  like  the  afterglow  of  a 
flashbulb:  18mph  — my  top  speed  in  short-distance  sprints,  and 
95mph  — the  speed  of  the  object  I was  chasing. 

Heartbeat 

No  longer  wasting  energy  or  precious  time  watching,  I bent  my 
neck  and  let  instinct  lead  me.  Having  nothing  else  to  think  about, 

I awaited  that  time-honored  cliche  of  time  slowing  down.  It  never 
happened.  In  fact,  events  speeded  into  an  unreal  rapid-fire  succes- 
sion, making  me  feel  more  like  an  observer  than  the  participant. 

Heartbeat 

My  legs  thrusted  against  the  hollow-sounding  hardwood  floor; 
my  arms  pumped  furiously.  The  steel  and  propylene  symbiote  en- 
cased around  my  knee  screeched  in  protest  at  every  step.  Oddly 
enough,  though  I was  totally  focused  on  the  game,  I was  acutely 
aware  of  every  pair  of  eyes  watching  me:  player  and  spectator 
alike. 


Heart- 

A white  streak  entered  my  vision.  My  rapid,  measured  footsteps 
fell  into  an  irregular  stagger  as  my  body  stretched  into  a desperate 
dive.  With  one  last  push  of  my  leg,  I extended  my  body  fully, 
knowing  it  was  the  only  way.  My  eyes  found  (and  followed)  the 
ball  as  it  pounced  onto  my  outstretched  forearms. 

-beat 

One  last  heave,  and  the  ball  jumped  off  my  arms,  arcing  back 
over  my  head.  I swear  it  winked  at  me  as  it  flew  by.  My  attention 
was  brought  crashing  down  to  earth  as  my  body  came  crashing 
down.  I was  too  overextended  to  try  to  roll  with  the  blow,  and 
too  drained  to  care. 

Heartbeat 

With  all  the  grace  and  good  will  of  a cheese  grater,  the  varnish- 
ed wood  peeled  layer  after  layer  of  skin  off  my  palms  and  elbows. 
The  contraption  that  called  itself  a knee  brace  grudgingly  saved 
my  leg  one  last  time  before  giving  out.  As  I slid  to  a stop,  I was 
grateful  that  though  it  didn't  feel  good,  at  least  my  landing  looked 
good. 

Heartbeat 

Heartbeat 

I scraped  what  was  left  of  my  body  off  the  floor  and  looked 
back  at  the  court.  The  ball  I had  so  heroically  chased  down  hom- 
ed in  on  one  of  my  teammates,  who  volleyed  it  back  over  the  net. 

Heartbeat 

I started  to  jog  back,  even  as  the  exertion  of  my  run  caught  up 
with  me.  Breathing  hard,  I watched  as  the  other  team  set  up 
another  play. 

Heartbeat 

Heartbeat 

Five  men  on  the  court  left  too  much  floor  open.  A fantastic 
leap,  an  impossible  stretch;  and  once  again  it  was  off  to  the 
races  . . . 
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STILL  LIFE 


Ann  Marie  Stotts 


1. 

Ritual  becomes  routine. 

A woman  today  on  a 
moving 

train  applies  Cover 
Girl  and  black  mascara, 
a face  piecemealed  into, 
out  of  place. 

2. 

Miss  America  still  cries 
into  her  roses.  No  raised 

fists  as  in  football 
Sundays,  inaugural  speeches. 

3. 

The  man  in  black, 
the  man  in  white. 

Ties  to  the  railroad 
tracks,  gagged, 
she  sees  no  one  leaving, 
the  train  approaching, 
one  running  to  finish 
the  job.  Her  screams 
fill  silent  film. 

4. 

Circuses,  carnivals, 
and  magic  shows. 

This  woman  sawed  in  half, 
this  one  still  as  a 
rabbit,  knives  thrown 
all  around  her.  This 
woman  watching. 

The  woman  and  the  elephant 
wear  similar  clothes, 
share  tales  untold. 


rVE  JUST  SEEN  A FACE 

a friend  of  Teena 


She  is  not  a statistic. 

She  lives  alone  on  the  streets  with  thousands  just  like  her, 
all  disowned  and  disconnected  like  broken  televisions. 
She  doesn't  hear  school  bells  or  the  laughter  of  friends, 
only  the  echo  of  car  horns  and  broken  promises. 

She's  the  most  beautiful  girl  I've  ever  seen. 

Her  hair  is  unkempt, 
and  she  looks  older  than  her  years, 
but  her  eyes  burn  bright  with  dreams. 

She  is  dispossessed. 

There  is  no  room  in  this  world  for  her  to  be  just  a girl, 

for  she  is  a little  girl  lost. 

She's  just  found  a place  in  my  memory, 
which  is  what  she  needs  first. 


FRONT  PORCH  SEAT  AT  A MIDNIGHT  OPERA 

Andrew  Smith 


The  moon  conducts  a symphony: 

Street  lamp  electricity  hum; 
a crossing  signal  flash  keeps  time. 

The  scurried  percussion  of  leaves 
add  life  to  the 

woodwind  drone  of  the  trees. 

A dog  heeds  the  maestro 
and  solos  on  cue, 
while  a chorus  of  felines 
wail  the  harmonies. 

Loose-hinged  screen  door  cymbals 
crash  as  the 

breeze  swells  to  crescendo. 

Bravo,  wind  chimes! 


THE  GREY  OF  WINTER  LONG 

Carl  L.  Sandquist 


I gaze  out  from  my  misted  window  square, 
and  watch  the  greying  day  of  winter  long. 

The  place  where  happy  children  came  to  play, 
and  ran  and  laughed  and  sang  their  childrens'  song. 

Now  they  are  gone  as  is  the  summer  fair. 

They  took  with  them  the  egg  yolk  days  so  warm, 
and  left  behind  grey  clouds  that  ice  storms  tear, 
and  slippery  cobbles,  courting  crippling  harm. 

I wait  now  for  the  springtime's  virgin  warmth. 

And  life  alseep  recalled  beneath  the  sod. 

Tulip  bugles  sounding  forth  new  birth. 

The  glory  of  their  song  echoing  God. 

Why  then  am  I despondent  on  this  day 
when  on  the  pavement  silver  raindrops  play? 
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Jane  Arnold 


\IY  PEOPLE!  MY  PEOPLE! 

Joseph  Johnson 


Yea!  I 'member  the  daze  down  in  'Bam 
and  the  ol'  Aunt  Hagar  and  all  her  chillun. 

Yea!  I 'members  W - E - L - L. 

Dem  wuz  the  daze  whin  doze  redneck  peckerwoods  and 
the  man  wuz  lightly,  slightly,  and  politely. 

But  everythangs  wuz  solid,  'cause  we  new 
who  we  wuz. 

Yea!  We  new  auright. 

We  wuz  the  color  scale,  the  bear,  and  the 
stupid  muffuckers  of  s'ciety  an'  it 
never  bother'd  us  'cause  we  didn't 
expect  change. 

Now.  . . now  thangs  are  diff'rent. 

We'z  gitt'n  tir'd  of  a kitchen  mechanic 
lifestyle  in  West  Hell. 

We'z  gitt'n  tir'd  of  beating  our  gums  of 
watts  fair  and  watts  not. 

Do  you  get  me?  Do  you  collar  the  jiver? 

'Cause  whin  the  wagon  comes  ol' 

Mister  Charlie  and  Miss  Anne  are  gonna 
git  whipped  to  the  red. 

And  we'z  gonna  stanch  out  like  a dusty 
butt  who'z  flyin'  on  reefer  and  juice 
doin'  the  boogie-woogie  in  the  street 
of  the  Big  Red  Apple. 

I'm  crackin'  but  I'm  lackin'. 

So,  all  you  Ofays  out  there  better  ackowledge 
a pancake  whin  you  see  one  'cause  he  may 
be  yo'  only  ticket  to  a free  ride. 

And  I'm  not  bullskating. 

Take  it  from  a conk  buster  and 


DON'T  MESS  WITH  US  BECAUSE  WE  DON'T  PLAY. 


DIVISION  STREET 

Ann  Marie  Stotts 

Men  with  hats 
shuffle  in  and  out 
like  records 
in  a jukebox, 
reappear  as 
afternoon  shadows. 
My  father  drank 
a little;  my  mother 
said  the  rosary  a lot. 
Thoughts  of  tragedy 
sustain  us  through 
the  happy  times. 


SCIENCE  FICTION 

Robert  Chasteen 


Headlines  don't  say  a word 

that's  why  they  have  to  be  read 
Medium  is  the  message 

so  it  all  remains  unsaid 
They  send  sound  bites  between  commercials 
we  choose  not  to  listen 
Message  received  loud  and  clear 

it's  the  point  we've  all  been  missing 

We  can  program  infotainment 
to  be  broadcast  and  received 
We  can  use  our  high-tech  toys 
to  be  mislead  and  deceived 
There  is  so  much  we  need  to  say 
talking  heads  are  all  the  rage 
We  need  to  get 
our  fax  straight 
in  the  information  age 

Nuclear  families  are  exploding 

we're  dying  from  the  fallout 
We  don't  say  much  more  than  "hello" 
there's  nothing  left  to  talk  about 
Mom  and  dad  don't  listen 

kids  don't  do  what  they're  told 
It's  so  hard  growing  up 

it's  not  easy  getting  old 


We  can  build  sitcom  situations 
live  our  dreams  through  MTV 
If  we  were  to  watch  our  own  lives 
we  would  see  them  differently 
Our  old  Sony's  are  not  mirrors 
it  is  time  for  a channel  change 
We  need  people 
to  relate 

in  the  information  age 

The  message  light  tells  me 
you  didn't  try  to  call 
If  not  for  the  telephone 

would  we  ever  talk  at  all? 

I'm  doing  downtime 

blank  as  a TV  screen 
I could  talk  with  you  forever 

but  never  tell  you  what  I mean 

We  can  download  and  uplink 
but  we  cannot  make  connections 
So  we  pass  like  satellites 
programmed  with  wrong  directions 
Car  phones  and  computers 
are  our  love's  malaise 
We  need  hearts 
to  communicate 
in  the  information  age. 


Karin  Simonsen 


20 


MOTORCYCLE  RIDER 

Carl  L.  Sandquist 


Helmetless, 

with  golden  hair  streaming 
and  wind-sculpted  breasts, 
her  sun-tanned  legs 
grip  the  steel  steed, 
as  she  roars 
through  youth. 


SERENA’S  WHITING  POETRY! 

Mil  Riese 

A small  grey  bird,  Serena? 

Never. 

More  like 
a fierce  baby  eagle 
discovering  SKY  for  the  first  time. 
Swings  by  its  talons  on  the  nest  edge, 
screams  "I'll  beat  you. 

I'll  meet  you  out  there". 

Sensing  incredible  mysteries 
in  sweet  Spring  grass 
and  roaring  rivers  - 
grips,  teeters,  challenges. 

Cuts  loose 
down  to  the  feast. 

Now! 

Serena  thinks  - 
The  world's  a hunched  rabbit 
under  my  newly  gorgeous  wings 
in  the  scope  of  my  bright  eyes, 
free-falling  through  layers  of  sun 
to  the  beach  and  the  grave. 


mvAis!* 


Mitii 


LELA  AMY 
1883  - - - 1983 
Ruth  La  Sure 


The  pale  yellow-green  sky 
Blowing  dim 
Across  my  eyes. 

An  early  crescent  moon 
Furnishing  my  bare  room. 

A sea  lapping 
Inside  of  me, 

A stark,  white  bird 
For  company. 

ril  set  the  table 
For  thee  and  me 
With  chipped  blue  willow 
and  china  tea. 


i 


! 

i 


i 


! 
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DONNA 

Randy  Psenicka 


You  could  be  so  mad  almost  every  drop  of  blood  (it  seemed) 
was  in,  or  on  its  way  to,  your  head.  Your  face  felt  like  it  was  on 
fire.  Your  eyes  were  tight  slits.  Your  temples  would  bulge.  She 
would  look  at  you,  her  understanding  so  complete  it  seemed  you 
were  looking  into  a mirror  at  your  better  half.  She  wouldn't  say 
anything,  or  even  motion  with  her  head  "I  understand."  She  didn't 
need  to.  Just  looking  at  her,  you  could  see  she  knew  it  all.  She 
had  felt  the  exact  same  thing  — the  exact  same  way  — under  the 
same  circumstances.  She  would  allow  you  to  feel  that  anger  for  a 
few  minutes  until  she  thought  you  had  dealt  with  the  feelings  long 
enough.  Then  she  would  cock  her  head  a little  to  the  left  and  let 
her  blond  hair  hang  loosely  over  her  shoulder.  She  would  be  look- 
ing at  you  with  those  deep  green  eyes.  She  would  reach  over 
across  the  table  and  put  her  hand  on  top  of  your  hands,  still  clen- 
ched tightly.  The  softness  in  that  hand  was  so  intense  it  would 
make  the  average  person  numb  from  head  to  toe,  but  you  could 
barely  feel  it,  getting  caught  up  in  the  greenness  of  those  eyes. 
Then,  she  would  raise  her  curvacious  eyebrows  slightly  and  part 
her  full  pink  lips  into  a bright,  loving  smile  — I swear  to  God  if 
someone  had  asked  me  what  I was  mad  about,  or  even  my  name, 

I couldn't  have  possibly  responded.  Every  anxiety  in  my  body 
seemed  to  leak  through  my  pores.  All  the  anger,  the  hate, 
everything  dirty,  melted  away,  forgotten.  I was  left  completely 
cleansed.  1 have  never  felt  so  intoxicated,  never  felt  such  warmth, 
and  have  never  felt  so  utterly  helpless  as  when  Donna  smiled. 


I would  stand  there  in  front  of  the  library  as  soon  as  English  let  out 
and  pretend  to  be  caught  up  in  some  engaging  conversation  with  a few 
classmates.  I would  keep  my  eyes  fixed  on  the  familiar  faces  coming 
down  the  hall  until  I caught  hers.  Most  of  the  time,  she  would  walk 
with  her  friends.  They  all  wore  pretty  much  the  same  thing,  but  I only 
noticed  her  — her  loose  jean  jacket,  her  worn  Nike  tennis  shoes,  and 
her  tight,  tight  Chic  jeans.  As  she  got  closer,  I would  actually  stare 
at  her,  hoping  she  would  feel  my  presence  and  look  back  at  me.  (Knox, 
my  older  brother,  told  me  it  was  absolutely  imperative  to  make  some 
kind  of  eye  contact  with  her  if  I ever  hoped,  at  some  point  in  time, 
to  exchange  bodily  fluids.  Then  he  laughed  hysterically,  seeing  the 
wonderment  in  my  eyes.  He  was  such  a jerk  about  her.)  The  few  times 
she  did  look  back  at  me,  I stood  there  absolutely  stunned,  almost 
catatonic.  Then  I would  snap  back  to  reality  and  find  myself  lowering 
my  eyes  to  her  legs.  I would  watch  those  Chic  jeans  tighten  around 
her  thighs  with  each  step  she  took  until  she  was  almost  on  top  of  me. 
My  heart  would  burn.  My  limbs  would  fall  limp,  and  all  the  words 
I was  dying  to  say  would  lump  in  my  throat,  choking  the  breath  from 
me  with  their  incoherency. 


This  was  it.  She  was  just  standing  there  with  her  arms  laced  around 
the  small  of  his  back.  All  he  felt  was  the  dull,  anxious  thump  of  his 
heart.  His  face  was  hot,  his  mouth  wet.  His  stomach  fluttered  with  tiny 
creatures  that  seemed  to  catch  fire,  one  after  the  other. 
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ALLPORT  STREET 

Marie  Kandl 


Our  baseball  diamond 
had  a sewer  cover 
in  the  center  of  the  street 
as  home  plate. 

Sometimes  Fefe,  the  dwarf 
who  lived  down  the  block 
- we  thought  he  was  one  of  us 
until  we  grew  taller  - 
sometimes  he  was  umpire, 
crunched  on  the  curb, 
his  arm  around  the  lamppost. 

Big  Betty  Kanka's  breasts 
leaned  out  like  a front  porch. 

She  carried  cream  puffs  home  from  the  bakery 

in  a little  white  box 

tied  with  thin  white  string. 

My  mother  baked  rye  bread  and  made  noodles, 
golden  wheels  drying  on  newspapers 
spread  across  their  double  bed 
on  Sunday  mornings  as  we  went  to  Mass. 

We  hunted  grasshoppers  with  rubber  guns 
in  the  bristly  foxtail  along  the  railroad  tracks. 

But  mostly  it  was  a desert 
of  sidewalk  and  street 
without  trees  or  lawns. 

My  oasis  was  up  a flight 
of  well-scrubbed  wooden  stairs, 
second  floor,  front 
at  1642. 


GROWTH 

Mary  E.  Fisher 

While  my  insides 
lay  in  puddles 
on 

the 

ground 
You  dance 

And  through  this  pain 

I still 

hear 

the 

music 
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ON  THE  PROGRAM 

a friend  of  Bill  W. 


Alcoholic  euphoria  peaks 
Through  early  drinking. 

The  glory  of  God  reveals  itself  there. 

The  euphoria  of  God's  presence  informs  the  spirits  we  drink. 

It  is 

A peek  at  God's  presence  in  all  things. 

("The  earth  is  charged  with  the  grandeur  of  God"). 

But  then 

The  "-ism"  shuts  down. 

Clamps  shut,  the  vision 
Labels  all  bottles  "No  Access," 

Sends  us  programming. 

The  Twelve  Steps, 

Another  stairway  to  the  Divine  Presence,  the  Higher  Power, 
With  whom  we  long  to  unite. 

Who  is  the  Alpha  and  Omega  of  our  being. 

To  whom  we  long  to  return  - home  - 

(There  to  frolic  and  sport  in  the  fullest  delight  of  our  deepest 
selves) 

The  source  and  end  of  our  destiny 

The  impluse  out  from  Alpha  through  a cyclical  return  to  Omega 
fulfilment  - 

But  with  what  adventures,  alphabetical,  in  between! 


WALKING  PAST  MIDNIGHT 

Robert  Chasteen 


I went  walking  past  midnight 
On  streets  without  sound 
Hoping  to  get  lost, 
Wanting  never  to  be  found. 


The  moon  was  Heaven's  eye 
In  the  face  of  the  night. 
The  wind  - Heaven's  ear. 
Carrying  my  confessions. 

I had  entered 
Nightfall's  cathedral 
To  seek  my  soul's  redemption. 


The  sanctity  was  soon  shattered. 
The  roar  of  Heartbreak  all  I could  hear 
As  the  evening  embraced  me. 

Her  music  singing  in  my  ear. 


Darkness  screamed 
The  evensong  of  Love's  dispossessed, 
A serenade  for  dark  and  troubled  souls. 
In  their  symphony  of  pain 
I heard  her  sole  refrain 


“You  are  not,  and  have  never  been,  alone." 


Last  evening  begets  next  morning. 
Chasing  the  shadows  home  without  choice. 

I go  walking  past  midnight  most  every  night 
Because  I need  to  hear  her  voice. 
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WATCHING  MY  DAUGHTER  FLY  ON  THE  FLOOR 

Glen  H.  Brown 


She  lies  on  her  blanket,  a mini-skydiver 
gliding  over  hills  of  teething  rings 
and  baby  rattles. 

Her  arms  like  small  wings 

and  legs  like  rudders 
rock  her  along 

in  a world  of  giant  feet  and  footstools. 

I watch  her  reach  for  toys 

with  isometric  grace 
and  then  turn  over 
like  a capsized  baby  tug. 

What  is  this  determination? 

If  I were  to  coast  on  my  belly  with  my  arms 
extended  wide;  my  legs  lifted  high, 

I might  understand  this  long  rehearsal 
just  before  crawling. 


FRONT 

Emily  Suchomski 

The  mean  wind 
stung 

with  anticipation 
forging  a path 
for 

suspicious  clouds 
and  green  light. 

Leaves  with 
white  undersides 
rushed 

in  violent  gusts 
and 

became  heavy 
with 

fleeting  rain. 


Sharon  LeBrun 
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AUTUMN’S  REMINDER 

Andrew  Smith 


His  sand  trickles  down 
In  the  hourglass. 

Soon  yours  will  pass  through 
and  be  gone. 

You  know  this, 
for  the  footsteps 
of  Time's  brother 
echo  louder 

in  the  space  that  empties. 

His  brother  is  Death, 
whose  sharpened  scythe 
casts  shadows 
in  the  dim-lit  corners 
of  your  mind. 

You  try  to  hide  from 
his  bloodlust; 

Try  to  run  from 
his  hellions, 

the  hounds  of  mediocrity, 
which  forever  gnash 
at  your  heels 
in  your  flight  of  fear. 

And  where  do  you  run, 

except  around 

another  corner 

where  that  shadow  and  steel 

still  linger? 

Then  in  the  end, 

you  are  completely  forgotten, 

or  at  most  remembered 

only  by  how  well 

you  kept  the  dogs  at  bay. 


STATE  LINE 

Les  McReynolds 


American  trucker  hears  the  shaman  speak 
Biker  espresso 
Can't  stay  asleep 

Birdman  drags  feathers  from  L.A.  to  Chicago 
Highway  feasts,  fingers  of  chains 

Sailors  mute  over  rubles 
Humid  hair,  it  is  damaging  slow 

Letters  come  like  k's 
And  numbers  901 

Suspended  over  the  suspended  child 

Waves  crash  over  a drive 
Shores  of  freedom 

How  many  aisles  to  sunrise 
What  is  this,  guns  in  our  land 

The  ship  of  life 

The  world  as  whiskey  heaven 

Pane  of  glass  beaten  between 
Amazonian  birds  disappear  into  our  energy 

A fabulous  mobility. 


David  Spleha 
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EPITAPH 

Glen  H.  Brown 

The  200  watt  receiver 
atomized  the  house  daily 
with  vibratory  shock. 

In  less  than  two  years 

the  music  would  die, 

his  body  paralyzed,  brain-dead, 

despite  the  megadoses 

of  vitamins  and  AZT. 

But  in  the  walls  of  his  mind 
Disco  throbbed 
Jamaican  rhythms, 
and  he  danced  a life 
across  parquet,  played  out 
on  dual  turntables 
until  it  phased  out 
like  the  needle 
of  his  stereo  system. 
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Tom  Montgomery -Fate 


BLUES  AWAY 

Michael  J.  Kaltofen 

The  rain  drops  on  the  tin  roof 
Firewood  stacked  to  the  ceiling 
The  old  man  shivers 
Listening  to  the  wind 

He  picks  up  an  old  guitar 
Plays  a long,  slow  lick  of  blues 
The  stories  in  his  song  are  warm 
The  feeling  in  his  voice  is  true 

The  moon  emerged,  the  black  sky  broke 
The  old  man  stopped  the  rain 
His  music  told  the  wind  to  blow 
Then  the  clouds  blew  away 

He  passed  on  off  to  sleep 
His  six-string  aglow  on  the  floor 
The  fire  crackled  a melody 
The  guitar  played  "Sweet  Lanore" 

It  sang  blues  away 
No  more  pain  today 
Time  to  slip  away 
Time  to  go  away. 
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ROCK  TALK 

Patricia  Armstrong 

Rocks  speak 
Slowly  to  each  other 
Through  the  ages. 
Murmuring  softly 
Of  igneous  beginnings 
Or  sedimentary  endings. 
And  occasionally 
The  surprise 
Of  metamorphic 
Reincarnations. 


I 
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The  sun  is  melting 

Joe  Lewis 

When  I woke  up  this  morning 
It  was  a bloodstain  on  the  sky 
Burning  holes  in  the  shrouding  fog 
Crashing  in  my  sleep-spelled  eyes 
I know  it's  dangerous  — looking  down 
The  barrel  of  a gun 
Risking  blindness  for  hours  on  end 
Staring  at  the  melting  sun 

Yesterday  at  the  noontime  hour 
It  was  hanging  way  up  high 
Schooner  clouds  raced  the  wind 
Under  its  glaring  orange  eye 
I know  that  I'm  just  wasting  time 
Chasing  dreams  and  catching  rays 
Looking  for  lost  memories 
From  autumn  yesterdays 
The  sun  is  melting 
I know  it's  melting 
The  sun  is  melting 
Come  look  and  see 

Soon  it'll  be  dripping  down 
Turning  blue  to  orange  and  red 
I'll  listen  to  the  shadows  sob 
Crying  for  the  day  that's  dead 
The  air  will  be  warmest  then 
The  breeze  cool  on  my  face 
I'll  hold  my  breath  'til  the  night  comes  down 
Folding  me  in  its  embrace 
And  sometimes  if  I close  my  eyes 
I almost  think  I'm  there 
I feel  the  rush  of  adrenaline 
Breathing  in  October  air 
The  sun  is  melting 
I know  it's  melting 
The  sun  is  melting 
Just  wait  and  see 


46 


CODA 


He  is  made  one  with  Nature; 
there  is  heard 
His  voice  in  all  her  music, 
from  the  moan 
Of  thunder  to  the  song  of 
night's  sweet  bird. 


PERCY  BYSSHE  SHELLEY 


(Jhe  ‘Prairie  Eight  PeiHev^ 
Pall/ Winter  1991 


